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CHAPTER ONE

 

 

 

Steam exploded up from the coast, where a thin trail of dark orange lava flowed into the ocean and formed the newest land in the world. If Kenna squinted, a reddish river came into view, cutting through the expanse of black rock. Miles away, vapor rose from the peak of Kilauea.

At the same time, sweat broke out around Kenna's temples like she had never felt before. Body aches traveled up and down her limbs, and her heart raced.

Unbelievable. Kenna was getting sick for the first time ever, and of course, it was on her first field trip to Hawaii Volcanoes National Park. She'd been looking forward to it for two weeks and hadn't forged her mom's signature on her permission slip for nothing.

Old lava crunched under her feet as she paced along the rope fence with her class, weaving around tourists who snapped pictures. Many people were gathered here at this viewing area today, which the park rangers roped off years ago when a slow-moving lava flow finally buried the coastal highway. Already, her mother's voice followed her. Look at what happens when you disobey. Now, you're catching your death.

Come on, Mom. Whatever next? Do I need to wear a bicycle helmet to school, too?

She had to be the only one in her class who wasn't chattering like they'd done this a million times, and as usual, the only one standing alone. Her parents never let her see the volcanoes despite living just miles away. It was embarrassing.

Kenna leaned over the rope fence to look closer, pulling her phone from her pocket. At least this was awesome. If her parents would ever get their noses out of work, they'd change their minds. She waited for another plume before snapping a series of photos. Finally, she had some pictures to show Carlos when she returned to school.

"Oh, look. She's daydreaming again."

Kenna huffed and turned around, knowing what she'd see as she did.

The Kissies stood in their little group, clutching their purses tight to guard their cell phones and makeup. The head Kissie—Natalie—sneered at her and huddled in with her minions as if Kenna had the Ebola virus. Or worse—that the utter doom of being a wallflower was somehow contagious.

Kenna hoped that it was.

"I was just taking a photo like normal people do," Kenna said with a shrug, hoping it would get the girls to back off. She didn't dare inject any much-deserved attitude into her tone. Kenna had "lost" too many homework assignments over the years to try that again. She couldn't prove anything, of course.

"No wonder she can't get a boyfriend," Natalie said to her cronies. "She's always staring at the clouds or something."

Kenna sighed as Natalie waited for her to take the bait. Natalie couldn't keep the same boyfriend for over a week. She'd even dated and dumped Carlos.

The heat on her brow intensified.

She turned away from the Kissies and watched the distant steam plume again, hating herself.

Another plume of steam shot up from the ocean as lava poured into it. More camera clicks sounded around her.

One of Natalie's friends—probably Lexie, her closest minion—spoke up.

"She's probably daydreaming about that Chess Club guy. What's his name—Carlos?"

Heat crept up Kenna's cheeks to join the fever already burning there.

Natalie raised her voice to address her subjects. "Carlos is a good kisser. Trust me on that."

Kenna whirled. "He said you—"

"That I what?" Natalie blinked as a threat filled her eyes. Then she fluttered her eyebrows, waiting.

That you tasted like beer and vomit? Kenna opened her mouth, but nothing came out. Her courage deflated as her heart raced harder.

Natalie smiled at her.

And every insult she'd built up for Natalie and the Kissies during her entire student career died in her throat.

The Kissies became a giggling mass and stalked off toward the school bus.

Her stomach turned. Once again, she'd let them win.

Kenna kicked at a piece of old lava, sailing past a limping woman with poofy brown hair that looked like a wig. The stranger had walked past the high school a few times this week. The woman stopped to stare at her for a long time, her dainty, wrinkled nose pointing at her like an accusing finger, so much so that Kenna's skin prickled.

She sighed and walked as far from the Kissies and the staring woman as possible.

A breeze washed over her skin with the salty smell of the ocean. She lifted her thick bangs and let it pass over her boiling forehead.

"Pretty cool, huh?"

Kenna jumped. A boy with an angular face and a strange mole on his nose stood next to her. His black bangs blew in the wind as he leaned against the rope fence, taking in the lava river and the steaming ocean.

He looked sixteen, maybe seventeen at the very most. No, sixteen—the same as Kenna. Next to him stood a guy in his twenties in a tank top and baseball cap. Kenna hadn't seen them before, but tourists were common. The older guy looked Native Hawaiian, like her, but Kenna hadn't seen him around town. The older guy had a funny-looking gray spiral tattoo on his left arm. A girl at school, Anita Davis, had one just like it, but she kept it covered with long-sleeved shirts ever since Kenna asked her where she'd gotten it.

Kenna gulped. She should answer this younger guy's question and get some social skills.

"Yeah, it's pretty cool," Kenna managed, staring at the lava. She couldn't stop staring at the older man's gray spiral. Maybe the tattoo had some secret meaning that Anita wouldn't tell her. "I…I was taking some pictures of it. The lava, I mean." Why couldn't she make eye contact with strangers like an average person?

"You from around here?" the boy asked.

Kenna's heart raced. She forced herself to meet the boy's gaze. He had gentle hazel eyes, and something about them made it easier for her to speak. "Yeah. I go to school in Hilo. I'm a sophomore."

The older guy broke in. "Hey, I live in Maui. I flew over here for a party tonight." He faced the boy and nudged him on the shoulder. "Remember. You need to tell me what it's like later. I'm a little nervous as it's coming up next week, you know?"

The boy nodded as if they were exchanging secrets they didn't want Kenna to know. "Don't worry. Been through it two months ago. I will."

"See you later." The older guy tilted his hat and walked off towards a motorcycle parked at the edge of the viewing area.

"See ya, Randall." The boy gave him a wave and turned back to Kenna. "Hey. My name's Gareth. What's yours?"

Before she could answer, a figure in pink barged in front of her and shoved her back. Kenna had to grab the rope to keep from falling onto the hot ground. What now?

Then Kenna held back a curse. The vultures had seen Kenna talking to a boy and wouldn't tolerate that disruption to the universe.

Natalie stood with her back to her, practically breathing in Gareth's face. "Hey. What's your name? What school are you from?"

Somewhere behind Kenna, the other Kissies giggled.

Kenna swore her fever shot up a few more degrees. It felt like some of that lava was flowing under her skin. Her forehead matched the inside of an oven. A quaking rage she'd never felt filled her, and she imagined grabbing Natalie and shoving her into the lava.

The ground rumbled underfoot, and people muttered around the viewing area.

Kenna stiffened as her heart leaped into her throat. That couldn't be good.

Everywhere, people stopped, and silence fell. The Kissies' group fell apart a bit. Gareth pulled away from Natalie to breathe. His bangs flopped around on his forehead as he studied the black slope leading up to the volcano's central vent.

As soon as the rumble came, it disappeared. People muttered amongst themselves, and a nearby park ranger—a man with a black, bushy mustache—lifted a radio to his face and said something into it, studying the land beyond the fence.

That wasn't ominous at all.

"What was that?" Kenna blurted, unable to help herself.

"Who cares?" Natalie's rat face scrunched up as she faced her. She turned back to continue her assault on Gareth.

Blood sang in her ears. Kenna gritted her teeth and...and...

She turned away to stare at the expanse of black and the sea. Breathing, she focused on the cackling seagulls. The rising mist. And—

A woman stood way out on the hardened lava, about three hundred feet out.

Kenna squinted, thinking the distant, hunched figure was a mirage. Who'd be standing way out there? The rangers said there were dangerous fumes, not to mention the lava itself.

All stooped over, she wore a brown dress and shawl. A head of black hair topped a tanned, wrinkled face and a broad nose.

The woman raised her hand in greeting…and waved Kenna over to her.

Kenna released the rope fence and stepped back, catching her breath. The old woman looked like she was standing in the lava. A red glow throbbed and flowed around her feet. But that was impossible.

Kenna shot a glance at the people around her. Tourist families jostled around each other for the best view of the exploding coastline. The park ranger had disappeared. The Kissies drew closer around Gareth, leaving him no escape. Tourists kept staring at the rising steam. Nobody except her had seen the woman.

Kenna's heart thumped with panic. She wasn't going to see someone burn to death today—with one exception. She had to tell someone. Anyone.

"Hey," Kenna said, circling around the Kissies—no easy feat—and tapping Gareth on the arm because she wasn't sure who else to speak to. "Someone's out there." She pointed to the fiery river in the distance and shielded her face from the sun to make out the old woman again.

Please, don't let her be gone. But as Gareth blinked and nodded his gratitude, Kenna turned her head.

The old woman had vanished, taking only two seconds to do so.

Only the fiery river flowed for the sea, and no screams of agony cut over the ropy black field. Stray fumes blew away in the wind, but there was no sign of a brown dress or a white shawl.

"What are you trying to do, Chomp?" Natalie asked, using her favorite name for every girl who wasn't a supermodel.

Gareth blinked a bunch of times and stood up straight. "Hey, why can't you leave her alone? And while you're at it, why can't you leave me alone, too? I don't like plastic people."

Natalie looked as if malls had been banned from the face of the Earth.

"You're no fun." She shot her nastiest look ever at Kenna, which was saying a lot. In other words, there was going to be some alcohol planted in her locker this afternoon. Natalie waved to her minions. "Come on."

The Kissies disappeared into the thin crowd. Kenna exhaled. It was good riddance. But she had other things she needed to worry about, like that old woman.

"Thanks," Kenna managed. "I was trying to get someone's attention. I saw someone standing by the lava, and then she was gone. And no, it wasn't a mirage. I know that sounds crazy."

Gareth squinted and studied the landscape. "Don't see anyone. Are you sure? I mean, I don't think you're crazy or anything. Weird stuff happens sometimes."

Kenna shook her head. There was no way that woman would've disappeared so fast, even if she fell in the lava. She would've screamed, at least. "Well, to warn you, I'm running a temperature today. I guess that's the better explanation?" That had to be it. Maybe all those vapors had just made her see things. There had to be a rational explanation for it all. Everything could be explained…eventually.

"Hey, I've had days like that, too," Gareth said, staring at the school bus in the parking area. "Field trip?"

"Yeah. Believe it or not, I haven't been here before and was always curious." At least Gareth was okay to talk to. He reminded her of Carlos, who always listened instead of treating her like a fly buzzing around his ear.

"This is my first time in Hawaii," Gareth said, staring at the ocean. "Not much different than where I'm from, though, except the volcanoes. I'm only here because my girlfriend has a vacation home in Hilo. I'm staying here for a couple of weeks with her family. So far, it's been pretty cool."

"Girlfr—" Kenna had barely registered the word when footsteps crunched closer.

"Oh, there you are." A skinny blond girl emerged from the crowd and slipped her hand into Gareth's.

Somewhere inside Kenna, a balloon popped. She should've known a guy named Gareth with insanely attractive locks had a girlfriend. His girlfriend seemed like any other normal sixteen-year-old girl, except she wore a long-sleeved shirt instead of most tourists' tank tops. And she had a cell phone clipped to her jeans, almost like it was official.

The girl's eyes met hers. They were a weird gray color, a stormy gray, the same color as that older guy's spiral tattoo. "My name's Janelle. Hi."

"Hi. Oh, like the hurricane?" she asked. Only a couple of months ago, one broke records on the Atlantic coast and forced people to evacuate from about a dozen states.

Janelle flinched as if someone had dumped ice water down her back. "Yeah."

"I'm Kenna, and I didn't mean to pick on you." She could talk easier now that she wasn't alone with this boy. "You're the one with the vacation home?"

Janelle nodded but turned away slightly like she was closing off, just like Kenna's parents always did. "I inherited it."

"Sorry about whatever happened," Kenna said. People only inherited things when family members died.

"Why don't you stand up to those girls?" Gareth asked, apparently trying to change the subject. Good idea. "If I were you, I'd replace their lipstick with glue. Maybe then they'd shut up."

Kenna laughed. Even Janelle relaxed and cracked a smile. This guy was blunt in a funny way, and she liked that. "Oh, the Kissies? If I did that, I'd be dead. Their leader, Natalie, doesn't—"

She stopped short.

The old woman stood only a couple hundred feet off. Deep wrinkles lined her face from decades under the sun. A smile grew across her features, a warm one that Kenna had never seen at home. Behind her, the lava's vapor swirled like the gate to another world. Once again, she raised her hand and beckoned her with a gentle wave.

Kenna jumped. "There she is!"

Gareth and Janelle broke apart and whirled around. Janelle leaned over the fence, gripping the rope. "People aren't supposed to be out there. What's she doing? Gareth, we've got to get a ranger out there. She could get hurt."

Gareth ran off through the crowd just as the old woman wrapped her shawl around herself and hurried off, disappearing around a crusty hill.

"You saw her?"

"Not anymore," Janelle said, leaning against the ropes and squinting against the ocean's glare. "Come on, Gareth, hurry."

Kenna shook her head as her fever came back full force. The ranger had better get here soon. It looked like the old woman was headed right for the steam erupting at the shoreline. She fought the urge to jump over the fence and run out, screaming at the woman to return.

But if she did that, her parents would never let her out of the house again—

Footsteps approached from behind her. Janelle whirled around, and Kenna started to follow, but it was too late. A pair of hands rammed into her, and hard.

Kenna cried out as she tumbled over the rope fence. One of her shoes popped off as her foot got caught on the rope.

Pain erupted in her finger as she landed on the ropy, hardened lava, but it was the only thing that stopped her from landing headfirst. Kenna rolled over on the crunchy ground, stood, and brushed herself off. The person who'd pushed her over the fence stood two feet away, searching the crowd for something.

Pink shirt. Bleached hair.

Natalie stood with the other Kissies, pointing at her and shouting at the top of her lungs. Janelle rushed over to break them up, but it was too late. "Ranger! Over here! She jumped the fence!"

For a completely different reason, Gareth came running with a ranger behind him—the one with the bushy black mustache. Horror hollowed out Kenna's chest. It was the worst possible timing. Heart racing, Kenna rushed for the fence to jump back over, even as a new surge of anger sent hot tendrils from her core.

The ground rumbled again, more this time. Kenna stopped just outside the rope fence. The most horrible sound split through the air, making even Natalie shut up.

A loud, cracking noise.

Everyone froze again, mouths falling open. Gareth and the ranger stopped. The Kissies broke apart, making squeaky noises. Janelle's eyes grew big as her gaze fell to the ground near Kenna's feet.

She looked down, and her heart stopped.

The ground was splitting open right between her feet, just like something out of a movie.

An inch. Two inches.

The black line grew longer and opened under the fence, going for the Kissies as an earthy groan filled the air. The four screamed and backed away.

But Kenna didn't have any time to laugh.

Heat bellowed through the crack as it widened, wrapping around her skin and warping the air. Kenna's legs felt heavy, ready to sink into the ground. The gap kept growing, opening like a gigantic mouth and threatening to swallow her.

And that wasn't all.

Kenna's mouth dropped open.

An orange glow lit the crack from below, growing brighter every second.

A new eruption was rising right under her feet.


CHAPTER TWO

 

 

 

An eerie silence fell. The crowd on the other side of the fence watched, frozen. The ground seemed to reach up with monster hands, pulling Kenna's feet to the black earth. Her heart raced in terror. She couldn't move. The air warped around her. The orange glow between her feet became brighter, oozing to the surface. It would hit in seconds.

Then she would burn.

At last, Kenna's vocal cords unlocked. "N…no!"

The trance broke, and someone in the crowd finally acted.

Janelle shook her head, took the rope fence with both hands, and pulled it apart with a loud rip. The two halves fell around Janelle as she burst towards Kenna and grasped her sleeve, grimacing in the heat and the warping air. She shouted one word into her ear:

"Move!"   

Janelle tugged on her sleeve so hard Kenna almost came off her feet. The earth seemed to let go as Kenna snapped out of her trance. Life sprang back into her legs, and she leaped off the crack in the ground. Orange and red oozed out of the hole, grabbing for her shoes and missing by inches. The air rippled with heat, but she couldn't feel it in her terror.  

Kenna pulled her foot away as lava spread over where she'd stood a second before.

"I'm coming!" She could barely hear herself over the screams of the crowd.

Flames leaped up the rope fence where the crack had crept under it. People broke their trance and ran for the parking area down the trail. Feet trampled the black ground. The ranger waved them on, running around and yelling into their radios. 

All the sounds blurred together in a nightmare Kenna wouldn't forget for the rest of her life.

Kenna let Janelle pull her through the busted fence and towards the stampede of people. Only one person rushed through the bodies towards them. Gareth. His eyes widened as his hair flopped around his head.

A massive pancake of orange and black oozed out of the crack where the Kissies were a minute ago, expanding quickly and spitting flames at its edges. The air wavered around it. Janelle stopped as she released Kenna's sleeve, and Kenna nearly smacked into her.  

Kenna's legs turned to rubber. If they didn't get out of here, they'd die horribly. "What now?"

Gareth waved them to the parking area. "We've gotta go before there's a jam!"

He was right. Kenna glanced over there as Janelle let go of her sleeve. Cars squealed away, and doors slammed. A rumble sounded through the air as the school bus started. The Kissies scrambled on, screaming and practically trampling each other. A purse fell to the ground and rolled away, spewing makeup everywhere.

Then, there was a horrible sound: a squeal as the bus door swung shut without her. 

They'd forget her again like they always did.

"No!" Kenna yelled, pumping her legs.

With another squeal, her bus roared onto the highway and grew smaller in the river of cars fleeing the park. Her legs turned to rubber as she stopped and let panic wash over her. "Come back!" she yelled, waving her arms.  

Flames hissed and crackled behind her. Kenna dared a glance back. The lava still poured out of the crack and faster now. Orange and black covered almost half the viewing area in a pond of death. A fence post collapsed in the flames and disintegrated. They had little time.

"We'll drive you out of here!" Janelle waved her over to a corporate-looking black van near the end of the lot, which was almost empty now. "Gareth, bring her!"

"I can—" Kenna got cut off when Gareth seized her arm.  

She started to move, but Gareth wrenched his hand back and cradled it with a grimace. "Nrrrgh!"

That was weird, but she'd ask about that later. The lava was expanding towards them like a giant spilled drink. 

Janelle reached the black van and unlocked it with a remote. Click. 

Kenna's heart raced like a caged animal as she yanked the door open and hoisted herself in. Gareth took the front passenger seat, still cradling his hand. 

Janelle fished some keys out of her pocket and tried jabbing them into the ignition. "Come on, come on, come on!"

"You should've brought a driver," Gareth said, wrapping his hand in his shirt.  

"Not now, Gareth!"

Kenna seized the leather seat as tight as she could, breathing fast, urging Janelle to start the van. The smell of something burning filled the air. They had seconds if that.  

An orange glow crept closer to the van, rolling into the rearview mirror.

Kenna's heart stopped for the fifth time as she dug her nails into the leather seat. Even through the tinted windows, she could see the lava rolling towards them, maybe twenty feet behind. The tires would explode under them, and the van would burst into flames in seconds.

She couldn't help it. Kenna squeezed her eyes shut and pleaded, "Go go go go go!"

The van started with a sound like distant thunder. There was another click as Janelle cranked down the gearshift. They raced forward so fast across the bumpy ground that Kenna's head slammed back into the seat. Yellow spots danced in her vision as she opened her eyes. She didn't dare let go of the seat under her hands.

"Faster!" Gareth yelled.

Janelle said nothing and lay on the gas. The growling got louder, and the van trembled under Kenna's butt. She breathed out a sigh of relief. The orange glow kept getting fainter behind them, and the road ahead had cleared. She was going to live. Thanks to this strange girl in the business suit, she would live.

See what happens when you go off on your own? Her mother was already taunting her. 

"Thanks," she managed, urging her limbs to stop trembling.  

Janelle pulled the van past the park gate and onto the road. The ocean sparkled to the right, and the land remained fireless to the left. Trees and greenery replaced the black landscape. The shaking subsided a bit. Janelle's blond hair flew around in a mess as she glanced back at her. "Are you okay?"

She had to admit that was a good question. Every muscle in Kenna's body had tightened like a spring. Her heart refused to slow. She twisted around on the seat and looked back at the parking area. 

A pair of jeeps were pulling behind them—park rangers who hadn't left until everyone else got out. Hopefully, no one was hurt.

What about that old woman?

A sick feeling filled her stomach. Of course, there was an old myth about that, but that couldn't be true. Instead, Kenna focused on the terror of facing her parents. This wouldn't have happened to her if she'd stayed at school and spent the day in the study hall with the other kids who couldn't go.

Her parents would saddle her with two or three after-school activities she wasn't interested in for this. Yuck.

She stared down at the shoe she still had on, which had miraculously escaped getting burned. "I'm…I'm sorry."

"What do you have to be sorry about?" Janelle hit the brakes as they came up behind the river of cars. Trees boxed them in on both sides as the ocean peeked at them through clearings. The yellow of the school bus disappeared around some trees ahead. The Kissies were probably on board, hoping Kenna had died so she couldn't rat them out.  

"Nobody knew that was going to happen. The only person I'd like to talk to is that girl who pushed you over the fence. 

I can't believe the rangers missed that," Janelle finished.

Kenna looked up and let out a breath. The sickness inside her eased up a bit. Yes, Natalie had something to do with all of that. None of the Kissies had lifted a finger to help when that crack opened. Hopefully, they'd get expelled from school when they got back. Or better yet, they'd lose their phones. She had Janelle to back up her story. Kenna felt a smile creeping onto her face. 

At least something good would come from this.

Gareth wrapped his left hand tighter in his shirt and seethed. "Janelle, I think I need a doctor."

"You all right?" Kenna leaned forward to stare at him. When he climbed in, he'd been like that, but she hadn't paid much attention to him with that lava coming.

He didn't answer. Gareth leaned forward like he was doubling over in pain or trying to hide something. 

Maybe both.  

"I said, are you okay?" Kenna pressed. Her upset stomach started to get worse again. If Gareth was hurt, it could be her fault.

Gareth nodded without looking back. "Yeah. It's nothing. 

I just banged my hand climbing into the van."

Janelle glanced at him, narrowing her eyes, and then at Kenna. "You're not burned anywhere, are you?"

Kenna studied her jeans and T-shirt, keeping her death grip on the seat. 

Everything looked fine. Even Kenna's fever seemed to have gone down. 

"No. I'm not." That was a miracle, considering she'd been standing right over that crack with heat belching out.

"I'm taking Gareth to the doctor. Can you give me some directions to the nearest hospital? Thanks."

The yellow of the school bus peeked out from behind some trees, then vanished again. When the Kissies found out Kenna had lived, they'd start setting some revenge up. 

Kenna could wait to return to school, even though that would make things worse at home. She'd already rebelled today by coming on this field trip.

Gareth seethed again right in front of her.

"Okay," Kenna said. "Keep going up the highway until we get to Hilo." Rebel or not, she wanted to put as much distance between her and Hawaii Volcanoes National Park as possible.
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Gareth still cradled his hand as they all jumped out of the van sometime later, and he kept his back turned to Kenna.

It sure didn't look like he'd hurt it opening the door. Whatever his injury was, it was severe.  

Janelle clicked on a remote, and the corporate van chirped as all the doors locked. 

Kenna tried not to stare, but it was hard. Tinted windows. Leather interior. Where did a sixteen-year-old girl get a vehicle like that? It looked like something the Secret Service would use.

Kenna shook her head and walked for the emergency room doors right after Janelle and Gareth. No parents came out to meet them.

She couldn't imagine any sixteen-year-old who would want to. Kenna hated dressing up for those stupid pageants her mother made her do every year.

Janelle slipped her hand into Gareth's uninjured one and squeezed. "Come on," she said. "This shouldn't be like the last time we were in a hospital."

She and Gareth grimaced at each other like they were sharing a private joke, and one that wasn't funny.  

"What?" Kenna asked, reaching out to get the door.

"Nothing," Gareth said, swinging his hurt hand behind his back. He was hiding it and doing a bad job.

"Something's really wrong with your hand," Kenna said, watching them duck through the door she held open. "Let me see."

Without a word, Janelle and Gareth disappeared into the emergency room. Janelle put herself between him and Kenna, which made sense with the whole girlfriend dynamic. But the rest didn't.

In other words, something was really wrong with his hand.

Kenna tore after them, barely preventing the door from banging into her nose. 

She was being ignored once again. 

It was the story of her life.

Inside, people sat in plastic chairs while fluorescent lights glared down on shiny linoleum. Kenna always called them headache lights.

Everyone here looked like they'd been sitting under the painful lights too long. One man tilted to the side and grimaced, probably from horrible back pain. A woman not far from him coughed violently into a tissue. Kenna fought the urge to pull her shirt up over her nose.

She'd be fine, though. 

She never caught coughs, colds, or flu viruses for some reason. Even her fever had gone away.  

Gareth rushed through the room, Janelle at his side. He seemed to know Kenna was still looking at his hand because he yanked it back in front of him and seethed again. But not before she caught a glimpse.

It wasn't just a trick of the light, either. Gareth's palm was covered in red, angry blisters as if he'd just slammed it down on a Bunsen burner and held it there. He sure hadn't done that climbing into the van.

Kenna opened her mouth to say something, but Janelle's gaze fell on her as she rushed Gareth past the coughing woman and up to the counter and the waiting nurse. "Kenna, thanks. We owe you one for getting us here. We didn't have time to set up the GPS," she said. Her voice gushed with gratitude. "I don't know this area at all."

Gareth wrapped his hand back in his shirt. "Yeah. It was supposed to be a date. Some date."

"I don't get left alone much," Janelle added. Somewhere on her, a phone buzzed. She scrambled to seize it. "Great. I told them not to call."

The nurse waved Gareth up to the counter, and Kenna backed off a bit to let him get checked in. He must've been burned trying to pull her towards the van, but he hadn't gone anywhere near the lava. Could he have burned it opening the van door? No. That hadn't been close to the lava then, so the handle wouldn't have been hot enough. In fact, he was grimacing before that.  

The sick feeling filled Kenna's stomach again.  

Gareth had only touched one thing before he'd grabbed his hand in pain.

Her arm.


CHAPTER THREE

 

 

 

Janelle gripped the armrests of the plastic emergency room chair with sweaty palms, trying to will away the headache between her ears. Great. She always got them whenever she got stressed out. And lately, that was often. Being the Tempest High Leader was challenging, even if it was part-time. She never asked for this, especially since she was the youngest in about two hundred years.

And the Elder Council always breathed down her back for that very same reason. 

Nearly getting roasted alive by lava and watching her boyfriend get injured today didn't help, either. Maybe she could ask the nurse for some aspirin while they were here. And they'd better give Gareth something for the pain, too. 

If they didn't, she'd have a word with them. She didn't want Gareth to be hurting tonight for the party. Gareth deserved a fantastic vacation for everything he'd done for her during the worst time of her life, and she was determined not to let this ruin it.  

The Kenna girl sighed and sat down next to her. She stared at her shoes as she swung her feet back and forth. The poor girl had to feel even worse than she did, almost dying. How had she escaped that lava without getting injured, anyway? That vent had opened right below her. Her skin was still tan instead of red, and none of her clothes looked singed. And Gareth had somehow got burned from about fifty feet from the lava. Something wasn't adding up here.

At least one thing had gone right, though. Kenna didn't seem to notice her superhuman strength when she tore the fence apart. Janelle couldn't come up with a cover story for that one. Well, nothing that sounded convincing.

Time to break the silence. "Hey. Want me to call your school and let them know you're safe?"

Kenna didn't look up. "They probably won't notice I'm gone."

Janelle let out a breath as her chest ached for Kenna. Clearly, she could have been more popular. Those mean girls shoving her over the fence spoke volumes.

"I'm sorry. At least call your parents," Janelle said as her phone buzzed again. Ugh, Elise kept a leash around her neck. But she couldn't take her phone out now. Kenna did not need to see any Tempest business, like which typhoons were late this year. Heck, Janelle didn't want to see it, either.

I didn't ask for any of this.

Janelle still couldn't wrap her head around who and what she was, even if most of the panic had died, and she was trying to make the best of it.

Kenna shook her head and kept her gaze glued to the floor. "My parents are always at work. They own a grill company. So, they don't know yet. I'll be fine." Her voice faltered at the end. "You can call the school, I suppose. It's probably a good idea. Otherwise, the cops might hunt for me, which'll be on the news." She swallowed as her eyes widened. "Just don't call my parents. Please. I wasn't allowed to go on that field trip."

"You weren't allowed on a field trip? Hey. I get it. My dad's overprotective, too." 
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